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BAMBOCHB: THE VIOLIN FMNTER. 



B7 CHABLES G. LELAND. 



The good artlat, Nicholas Poussln, had labored 
long ami patiently over his exquisite painting of 
"Aicadla" at his house in Rome, near Trinlta 
deila Monte. Line by Une, shade by shade, it ap- 
proached perfection. But day by day these et- 
forts became rarer. It was only In the ever vary- 
ing Intercourse with men that he could sustain 
his inspuratlon, and of late the society of the ar- 
tists and scholars who were wont at stated.hours 
to surround him, had become monotonous And 
wearisome. 

"Pardieu /" he exclaimed one evening, weari- 
6dly leaning back and throwing aside his brush, 
" This is becoming insupportable. The sketch, 
the outline, the body— is Indeed mine I But the 
soul, the color, the life— whence shall I derive 
it?" 

His reveries were broken by the distant music 
of a violin, which was quaintly, but wonderttilly 
played. At times it seemed approaching the 
house, and would sound forth with a saucy fami- 
liarity, as If its invisible bearer was about to enter 
with a triumphal march, and then would sudden- 
ly retreat with a hurry-skurry, discordant vibra- 
tion, as if the dogs had been set loose on it. Por 
in the distance it indulged in a plaintive wail, and 
ere long would suddenly be heai-d almost under 
the window, quivering and starting as it the mu- 
sician were in his soul, reeling with laughter, and 
at times bolting forth the queerest scraps of 
Flemish and Italian drinking songs, which re- 
minded one of nothing so much as the intoxica- 
tion of a Kermesse, and induced a suspicion that 
the inspiration of this wild musician was derived 
from a Bacchic source. 

"It is sti-ange," thought Poussln; " this is the 
third evening that this goblin fiddle has been 
heard around the house; and yet no one that I 
can learn, has seen the performer. Better music 
heard I never; stranger music, no man. It must 
be that the old fellow, since he answers none of 
the servants, desires speech -ylth me alone. Let 
ttstryi'! 

With these words he advanced to the open caee- 
tiient, and stepping fbrth upon the terrace, cried 
With a loud voice: 

"Dwi^-APPEARl" 

Scarcely hdd he uttered these words, ere there 
scrambled or almost tumbled down upon the ter- 
i-ace, from ftn overhanging free, a Ibrm, which 
half Induced Poussln to believe that the invoca- 
tion uttered in jest, had been responded to in ear- 
nest. An odd little humpbacked man, clad in 
Flemish hose and doublet, stood before him, eye- 
ing him with a fierce glance from over an enor- 
mous pafr of ' ' matador " mustachlos, and beneath 
a "jeutre a plumet," whose be.llcose position 
added not a little to the rufBing, swaggering as- 
pect of the owner. 

"And who art thou, friend?" asked, in his 
mildest tones, Poussln. 

"lam Bamb6oheI" replied, with queer gravi- 
ty, the little man, twisting up his nioustache. 
"Bamboche the Great 1—Bamboche the Illus- 
telow— the Fiddling— 1BE Noble— THE FIGHT- 
ING!" 

And drawing his bow in accompaniment over 
the violin, he sang, in a loud, wild scream, 

" Bam— BO— ocHE ! " 

"And wilt thou play me again some of those 



sweet airs which I heard yesterday evening ?" in- 
quired Poussln. 

"Ii was for that I came," cried Bamboche. 
' ' Thou has wtdted lor ffle, and knew it not* But 
I knew it— lial ha 1 ha I— the work Could not go 
on without little Bamboche— little devil Bambo- 
che— mad little Bamboche I" - 

And with these flattermg expressions, the vio- 
linist entered the atelier, and crowing and clut- 
tering like a chicken, began to look around. At 
times, flapping his arms like wings, he would 
stand on one leg, absorbed in admfration, before 
a painting. A stufifec) cat ,ln a corner attracted 
him wonderlhlly; so much. Indeed, that he treat- 
ed her to a short, but remarkably well-improvised 
serenade on the violin, accompanied with violent 
vocal mewlngs and feline spittings, nodding and 
winking oddly betimes to Poussln, in a manner 
imitating )ils perfect familiarity with the nature 
and nocturnal habits of this animal. Then, seiz- 
ing a portfolio, he would shuflle out the engrav* 
tags and sketches with Incredible quickness, 
moviug his arms, meanwhile, like the tore-legs 
of a turnspit cur when running rapidly ; yelping 
and barking with delight as each met his eye. 

' ' The crazy rogue is evidently fond of pictures, " 
thought Poussln. 

"Hey, Signer Bamboche !— dost thou know 
aught of Art ? Canst, thou paint ?" 

"Yea," replied Bamboche, drawing from his 
violin a long note, which of itself sounded wonder- 
fully like an affirmative. "Yea, tor the soul is 
mine, and, consequently, I can deve'.ope pictor- 
lally and plastically that which Is acoustically and 
musically conceived. Music is the mamma of all 
pictures. The chant of the blessed angels mingled 
with the sweet, voluptuous voice of a white- 
throated beauty, and became incarnate in a pic- 
ture of Raphael. But little Bamboche saw it this 
morning, and knew eypry note of the tune, and 
played it off at sight. ' But I missed two bara in 
the Vfrgin's blue drapery, and found afterwards 
that a hole had been sewed up in the canvass, and 
some fool had painted it sadly over. Bravo I 
bravo, Bamboche!" 

Upon this he seized the palette and brushes of 
Poussln, and placing a clean canvass on an easel, 
drew up, and said, proudly, 

" Now I will Qddle you a picture 1" 
, And with this, seizing his violin, he ran con- 
fusedly over several symphonies, as it seeking a 
subject. At last he appeared to have struck the 
key; for assuming an irresistibly droll attitude, 
and winking and shrugging as if intoxicated, he 
half sung, halt played, a ribald old Flemish street 
song: 

" A priest went strolling through the land ; 
Hey !— 'twas In the May I 
He caught a young nun by the hand. 
Hey 1 — 'twas in the May, they say. 
Hey I— 'twaa in the May 1" 
At times, grasping the chalk, he would sketch 
the figure of a jovial Capuchin, wickedly pressing 
the hand of a pretty nun. In the background, 
but near the figures, appeared the outlhie of an 
old monastery, while about were scattered frag- 
ments of ruins. Whenever he paused, or ap- 
peared at a loss, he would ^elze the violin, and 
with a few bars readily revive the design as it grew 
dim in his mind. Soon he began, with light and 
hastv touches, to color the sketch. Now he 
played more frequently and delicately, introducing 
the quaintest variations on the original air as he 
shaded the countenances. And more than once, 
his touches corresponded so evidently and strik- 



ingly with the notes preceding them, that Poussln, 
who was gifted with a good ear, as well as a quick 
appreciation of mathematica' proportion, could 
not resist a rttpldly-increasiug Impression that the 
painting was a litpral transcript of the music. As 
he gazed, the strange feeling grew upon Mm, that> 
by any one who had oncd mastered this language 
of musical and ojrtical harmony, the picture, with 
all Its variation^; might be as readily played back 
again o"n the violin, as it was now palmed from 
Its music. 

"I have heard," thought he, "that If sand be 
laid lightly and sparely on a thin/heet of glass, 
the vibration of a lute or violin will cause it to fly 
hither and thither, ,yet ever aiTangmg itself at 
every perfect note Into a symmetrlcal.and beauU-" 
tUl form. How strange It seemeth ! What If that 
which to us nnthinking mortals appoareth so wild, 
fantastic, and evanescent— the music of the wind- 
haip, or the soft, sad wail of the evening breeze^' 
should be capable of impressing its fbrm and cor* 
responding Image on the material? Truly there 
be men, yea, and poets too, on whose souls, as 
on the unconscious glass, Nature by her music 
doth quaintly and sweetly shape ft-om a lew sands 
of learning, the most deUcate and dainty devices* 
Ot such a texture must be the soul of this wild one 
who thus sports with the deep mysteries of Art. 
And thus I feel that all things mirror each other, 
and that all are reflected and made permanent la 
One. 

" ' For over the green world, far and wide. 
By the foamhig sea— on themoimtaln side; 
Where in soul or in form a thought hath been, 
A sphit Immortal In God Is seen.'" 

"Ard thus. Signer Poussln," exclaimed Bam- 
boche, " I have set forth to you the musical sij'-' 
nattira r&mm of which I, the moustachioed, am ti 
pictorial apostle. Nor In pictures alone do I thus 
translate, — ^having written off and played the en- 
tire Cathedral of Milan In E minor! And faces 1 
— oh, faces!— I have set the face of the gray 
horseman, — ^the lying gray horseman, — the foolish 
gray horseman,— Wouvermanns,— to music; and, 
as I expected, it was a most scurvy ballad, — a 
filthy tune, not tit for the sweeps 1 " 

"But," he continued, after a pause, "it waa 
hot for that I came. No ! it was to play a soft 
and gentle air, — a sweet air of ancient Arcady, 
For thy picture must be finished, and will be 
finished, and go forth to the world, the fairest, 
gentlest portrayal of the old sylvan time that man 
hath ever beheld. ' Et in Abcadia eoo' — Bam- 
bOche Is a great fiddler;- his notes are pence, and 
he gives them away In charity." 

With this, the little man, motioning his host to 
a seat, began on his instrument a series of gentle, 
hall-melancholy airs, which awoke In the tnlnd of 
Poussln an ecstasy of Inspiration. Softer and 
softer they died away, and awoke again in merry, 
dancing measures, wbich still bore the impress of 
sadness, as if Memory wei-e recalling "the pleasant 
hours of youth. A wild transition, and his soul 
was with the good and kind, long passed away. 
From distant mountain and shady shore came, 
borne on the wings of the night wind, the sad 
burden:— "We return no more. We have lived 
and loved, and our life was bcautlihl. We, too, 
were once dwellers on sunny Arcadie." And as 
the.sounds grew ever sadder andsweeter, Poussln. 
the great artist, burled his ihce In his hands, and 
gave way to a flood of tears. Still sadder and 
seller grew the strains,— softer,— softer,— and 
died awnj'. 
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When Ponssin raised his head, the strange, wild 
Visitor had disappeared. But the spirit ol music 
and ftrtistic Inspiration seemed even yet to linger, 
like a dying perfume, in the apartment. 

"And now," exclaimed Poussin, "thanks to 
thee, wild musician, 1 can finish my Arcady in the 
spirit hi which it was first conceived.— Satrtaiw's 
Union Magazine. 

Abistides.— A tragedy by Eachylus was once 
represented before the Athenians, in which it was 
said of one of the characters, " that he cared 
more to be just than to appear so." At the^e 
words, all eyes were instantly turned npon Aris- 
tidea, as tiie man, who, of all the Greeks, most 
merited that distinguished character. Ever atter 
he received, by universal consent, the surname of 
the Just, a title, says Plutarch, truly royal, or 
rather truly divine. This remarkable distinction 
roused envy, and envy prevailed so far as to pro- 
cure his banishment for ten years, upon the un- 
just suspicion that bis influence with the people 
was dangerous to their freedom. When the sen- 
tence was passed by his countrymen, Aristides 
himself was present in the midst of them, and a 
stranger who stood near and could not write, ap- 
plied to him to write for him in his shell. ^ 

" What name?" asked the philosopher. 

"Aristides," replied the stranger. 

" Do you know him, then?" said^ArisUdes, 
has he in any was injured you?" 

" Neither," said the other; "but it is for 
very thing I would he were condemned. I 
go nowhere but I hear of Aristides- the Just." 

Aristides inquu-ed no further, but took the shell 
and wrote his name in it as desired. 
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From the Kusloal World. 
ME. ALFRED MELLON'S CONCBETS. 



ledging the kind and generous support I have tor 
many years received at your hands, and by which 
I have been enabled at my sole risk and personal 
responsibility to carry on the concerts tor the past 
six years, I trust I may be permitted to solicit an 
extension of your kind patronage to my new ven- 
ture In theatrical management. Peimit me, 
then, most respecthiUy, to bid you farewell, and 
to indulge the hope that I may anticipate the 
pleasure of" a renewal of our acquaintance on 
Boxlng-nigbt, December 26th. 

Alfekd Mellon." 

" Tl^eatre Moyal, Covetit Oardm, Ifovemher Uth, 
1866." 

The audience, a crowded and brilliant one, 
cheered Mr. Alflred Mellon lustily at the end. 

MUSICAL GOSSIP. 



The season— an unprecedently long one— was 
brought to a conclusion on Saturday evening with 
a peiformance for Mr. Mellon's benefit. The pro- 
gramme, shaped to suit many tastes, was unusu- 
ally rich and varl6d, and the artists comprised all 
all those vocal and Instrumental favorites who, 
for the last few weeks, had been exhibiting then: 
talentc, under the "presidence" of Mr. Alfi-ed 
Mellon, to the public. Enough of the performan- 
ces to say that the Important pieces wore Beet- 
hoven's symphony in F, No. 8; Overture to Son 
an(i5tornsrer (Mendelssohn) ; Overtnteto Jessonda 
(Sophr); Concertino in E flat, for clarinet and or- 
chestra (Weber), Mr. Maycock soloist; performan- 
ces on piano-lbrte, violin, and double-bass by 
Mdile. MariotdeBeauvolsln, Master Emile Sauret, 
and Signer Bcttesini; and Vocal pieces by Mdlie. 
Llebhart, Miss Emily Lonsdale, and Signer Foil. 

In the course of the evening the following ad- 
dress was distributed throughout the house: — 

"Ladies and Gentlemen.— Having arrived at 
the nraety-six and last night of my present series 
of concerts, I embrace tbe opportunity of thank- 
ing you and the public generally for the liberal 
support and patronage with which I have been 
honored. Your oontmued kindness has induced 
and emboldened me to undertake the production 
of a new Grand Christmas Pantomime it this 
theatre, which, I trust, will be found to equal. If 
not surpass. In splendor and magaiflcence the 
famed produc.ions ot past seasons. No etlort of 
mine will be wanting to enhance the reputation 
this theatre enjoys for such a class of performance, 
and I hope that, should I succeed in producing 
tbo usual Christmas entertainment to your satis- 
faction, you will extend to me that favor I have 
hitherto been honored in recelvlDg> In acknow- 



E. Eeece and G. B. Alten purpose an operetta 
for England's provincial towns, which is design- 
ed for three female singers only, and Miss Susan 
Gallon will be first lady in that Very novel oper 
atic performance. 

A new candidate for vocal celebrity has recent" 
ly appeared in Monmouthshire, called Miss 
Clarke, and great praise is lavished upon her 

there. 

Mme. Eudersdoff is touring in Germany, and 
in a grand concert at Cologne, under F. Hiller's 
direction, she is declared to have excelled her- 
self. V, 

Laura Harris sang last month in Hall6's " Gen- 
tlemen's" concert, in Manchester. 

Mme. Gassier, so well celebrated In this coun- 
try for her brilliant vocalization, died last month 
at Madrid. 

Charles Horsley directed a grand concert in 
Melbourne's magnificent new hall, to inaugurate 
the International Exhibition there. His new 
Exhibition " March " received loud applause, 
pushed to a repeat. Mendelssohn's " Lobesang" 
was done then in good style and with great suc- 
cess, the soloists being Misses Watson and 
Liddle and Mr. Donaldson. <■ 

That cane presentation story about Wagner is 
emphatically denied in Munich. 

Eeport now comes from Leipslc that Abort's 
" Astorga " pleased that public greatly, but the 
Clitics deemed It undeserving its preceding repu- 
tation, ' 

Vienna's two concerts to benefit war sufTerers 
produced 7,000 florins. Rumor asserts that 
Vienna's Imperial Theatre will, like that of 
Paris, be leased to individuals, and not carried 
on by government, its expenses being too great 
for Austrian financial arrangements just now. 
On dit, Salvi is terribly annoyed with De Mur- 
ska'a demand of 18,000 florins salary, with ex- 
cessive leaves of absence, beside refusal to con- 
tribute like other vocal artists. 

" L'Africalne " had great success at Florence 
after " La Pergola" management put their price 
of tickets back to old standards, the mise en scene 
and costumes being magnificent, and excellent 
prhicipals, double band and chorus, to make it 
go well. 

The Sacred Harmonic Society of London makes 
a good show by annual reports : its receipts last 
year being reported at £5,838, and the expenses 
at £5,285. The subscriptions were £l,9i3, a 
much larger amount than in any former season, 
and its property Is valued at £0,000, beside 



nearly £8,00ff subscribed to its Provident Fund 
James Coward, who plays that Immense choir 
organ in Sydenham Palace, replaces Brown- 
smith as organist. In that society's first concert 
this season, Mme. Lemmens-Slierrington, Mrs. 
Sydney Smith, Miss Julia Elton, Beeves, Lyall 
and Lewis Thomas, were principals. 

Miss Berry Greening seems to have tibkled 
Scotch ears, in Edinburg concerts, very pungent- 
ly with broad Scotch and good singing of " Auld 
Robin Gray." They were so intensely delighted 
thereby as to call for her again this month in 
variations npon " Clierry Elpe." 

Al'tingliam's new Lecture .Hall was inaugur* 
ated last month with a grand concert, under 
Chas. Halle's direction. In which he, Mr. Car- 
rodus, violinist, Miss Banks and Laura Baxter 
made great success. " The Harmonious Black- 
suntli," by Halle alone, received an encore, he 
playing it with grand variations. 

L' Independence Beige tells big stories about ■ 
one Zonl, who is asserted to Imitate with his 
voice nearly all instruments perfectly, and make 
several heard at the same time, like an orchestra. 
Dr. Wylde comes back to London from his 
Italian tour, fully stocked with ancient music 
for his Gresham lectures. 

Linas Mavterelli created a furore In Jidlien's 
Dublin Exhibition concerts, with " Vol che sa- 
pete," beside trlfies in catch music. 

The attendance upon the recent Norwich fes- 
tival foots up 8,361, against 8,111 la '63, and 
7,837 In '60. Similar comparison of gross re- 
ceipts gave £4,755 this year, against £4,380 in 
'63, and £4,450 In '60. Tfie Grand Ball produced 
£630, or £335 beyond that in '63. The seral- 
royal visit cost .nearly £700 extra, howeVer, and 
the surplus for charity will, therefore, not exceed 
£1,000. In '63 it was £1,200. 

The Crystal Palace concerts attract close : ob- 
servance now from critics, who find in the crowds 
that attend and heartily applaud Mauns' grand 
orchestra, and the excellent vocal or instrumental 
accessories there provided for admiring dilet- 
tanti, abundant confirmation of their strongest 
euloglsms upon them. Manas shrewdly pro- 
pitiated critical opinion, by increasing his string- 
ed band largely, so that now he shows 16 double 
basses, 16 'cellos, 30 violins, and 10 violas In or- 
chestra. 

Mile. Mallenger, who stirred up Munich so 
powerfully with her " Norma " recently. Is a 
Croat, and was vocally trained by Levi of Vienna. 
The Philharnionicof that city began Its concerts 
October 28, when Mile. Schoeuohen sang, with 
immense success, melodies by Schubert, Marsch- 
ner, WuUner, and Gounod's sweet little Serenade. 
Bennat, a violoncellist, had great estimation 
there ii) a caprice on Swedish Airs, . written by 
himself. 

'Hans de Bulow gives nice soirees now at Bale,' 
and will remain there all winter. 

On dit, Barcelona's " Lllee" was made exceed- 
ing glad by a performance of "Don Giovanni" 
last month, and Boccollnl as the Don had a very 
great success. They branched out there upon 
that success, with " Masani&llo'' and " Zampa," 
which latter is protnised to New York. 
The London Musical WorWi Paris correspond- 



